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1. ONCE UPON A TIME 

F I were to draw a map of India for you, Kum Kum, I would 
draw something which looked like this. 



On the right-hand side, somewhere 
near the top, I have put a little dot. 

Perhaps you are wondering 
why. The little dot stands 
for a place called Allaha¬ 
bad. Allahabad means the 
Abode of God. It is not a 
very large town. It is not nearly as big as 
Calcutta or Bombay, but it is as important 
as either of these. 

I can see that you are getting restless, 
Kum Kum. You are beginning to fear this 
is going to be a long, dull lesson in geography instead of the story 
I have promised you. But Allahabad is the town of importance in my 







































































































































































story which is about a very great and famous man of our country who 

lived there. You have often heard his name and seen his picture, and 

you have asked me many times who he is. Therefore, today I am going 
to tell you about this great 



man so that he will no longer 
seem like a stranger, but will 
be someone near and dear to 
you. Once, he too was a little 
child like you, Kum Kum, 
but that is not 

where my story __ i , 

starts. I am coiner /f 


—i 



I 



O nee upon a time, long long 
ago—so long ago that your 


great, great, great grandparents 
must have been just about 
your age then—there lived 
v- a noble Brah¬ 


min 


high up in the 


m 


IIP !»!. the majestic 

r W mountains of 

K a s h m>j. r . 

* 

And once again if you do not 
know where that is, I must 
draw another map of India like 
the one I drew a little while 
back. This time on the left-hand 





































































































































side, right up in the north, I have drawn mountains. That is where 
the lofty, snow-capped hills of Kashmir are. 

In these mountains full of flowers and fruits there lived this 

family, who were tall, fair and hand¬ 
some. Although 
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sur- 


happily 
rounded by the 


beauties 


of 


nature, they did 
not remain there 
for long. Soon 
they left their 
land of plenty, 
and came down 

r 

to the foot of the 
- high mountains. 
/ T hen they 




















journeyed across the vast plains of the north till they came to Delhi, 
the magnificent capital of the Mughal Emperor. It is a long long jour¬ 
ney for anyone to take even now, Kum Kum, when we have fast 
trains, motor cars and aeroplanes. But in those days it was even 
longer for they had to do it on elephants, camels and horses; or, if 
they did not have any of these animals, they had to walk all the way. 

So when these people came to Delhi they decided to stay there. 
They served in the court of the Emperor who gave them a house on 
the banks of a nahar . Now the name of this Kashmiri family was 
really Kaul, but they soon came to be known as Nehrus because 
they lived near a nahar. 

The Nehrus could not stay permanently in Delhi either. In 1857 
came the great Revolt, when our country rebelled against British rule. 
A great many of our people fled from Delhi. The Nehrus were 
forced to flee to Agra where they stayed for some years. From Agra 
they came to Allahabad, which stands at the place where the 
clear blue waters of the Jumna meet the muddy stream of the sacred 
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Ganga. It was here that this family settled down and made their 
home. Their children soon grew up and had children of their own 
and in this manner they lived peacefully for a great many years. 
Nothing very important happened to them till, one day in November 
1889, a son was born to Motilal Nehru. It was a day of great rejoicing 
as the birth of a son always is in an Indian home. The child grew 
bigger and bigger. He was fair and strong and everybody loved him. 
He was named Jawaharlal, because he was the precious jewel of the 
house. 
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2. JAWAHAR HAS A FALL 

TAWAHAR loved his parents dearly, but he was very much afraid 
J of his father. For Motilal had. a bad temper, and when he lost it he 

was frightening and terrible. , . 

Once when Jawahar was five years old he did something whic 

made his father very angry. Motilal had two fountain-pens which he 

valued very dearly, for in those days fountain-pens were rare. Jawahar 

too had a great liking for these pens and wanted to possess one of them. 

One day he saw both the pens lying on his father s table and he said 

to himself: ‘Surely my father cannot need two pens at the same 

time.’ So, having thought this, he took one away. Soon the father 

missed his pen and there was a search for it all over the house. 

Jawahar was too frightened to say what he had done, so he hid the 

pen. Of course, it was soon found. Motilal was angry with his 

son and in his temper he caught him and beat him. As soon 

as Jawahar could escape, he rushed to his dear mother. -This 

gentle person received him in her loving arms and comforted him. 

MM - 9 



and meetings when people did not behave properly or did something 
wrong. On these occasions he could be as fierce as his father. 

10 I 


Like his 
grew up into 


father, Jawaharlal too had a hot temper. When he 
a big man he sometimes lost it at public gatherings 




Gradually Jawahar grew into boyhood. He did not have any child¬ 
ren of his own age to play with and, because of this, at times he was 
lonely and sad. His cousins were all very much older than he, but often 


he would sit beside 
them and listen to their 
grown-up conversation. 

Sometimes he heard 
them talk of-how our 
country was ruled from 
England instead of by 
'ourselves as it is now. 

Although Jawahar was 
so young, it made his 
boyish heart so sad to 
learn that India was 
ruled by a foreign. 
power and that its people were not free. 
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There was one person besides his mother, whom Jawahar liked 
to be near, and that was his dear old Munshiji. Munshiji had a flowing 
white beard and looked very wise indeed. He seemed very, very old 

and to Jawahar he was by far the oldest and 
wisest man in the world. 

For hours Jawahar would sit on 
his lap and listen to the stories 
which Munshiji told him about the 

great Revolt of 1857 and of how 

fought for 
freedom. Young 

ar’s heart would 
fill with pride at 
the bravery of his people. 
Hi also told him stories 


bravely our 


from the Arabian Nights w 
fired his imagination that at night he would dream of genii, and 















magic carpets, of Allahdin and his Lamp and of Arabian steeds which 

went faster than the wind. Then one day his father gave him an Arabian 

pony. It was a beautiful present, and Jawahar was the happiest little 

boy in the whole of Allahabad. He named the pony Raksh and 

every day they would ride out together. Soon he and Raksh became 

fast friends, and Jawahar found that now he had Raksh he was 

not so lonely and did not miss not having a little brother or sister 
so much. 

When Jawahar and Raksh were out together, Jawahar would 
tell Raksh the stories Munshiji had been telling him and often 
they would play at make-believe. Sometimes they would imagine 
that they were in Arabia, the land of magic and wonders, and 
Raksh would then tell Jawahar what he must do. Arabia was 
Raksh s homeland and, although Raksh did not remember his 
own country too well, he was very very proud of it. Rut one day 
Jawahar was a little tactless, hlunshiji had been telling him the story 
of the magic horse in the Arabian Nights who could fly and do a lot 
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of wonderful things. Jawahar told Raksh this story and then added 

a little sadly, ‘ Why can't you be like that?' 

Now this hurt Raksh's pride and he wanted to show Jawahar that 

he was as wonderful as any magic horse. So without saying anything 

at all, he leapt forward arid began galloping. He went faster and 

faster until it seemed as if he was flying with the wind. He was so 

pleased with himself and so busy showing off that he did not even. 

know when Jawahar fell clean off his back and landed, plonk, on 

the road. 

And so Raksh galloped non-stop till he reached home. When 
Jawahar's father and mother saw that Raksh had returned without him 
they were upset and worried, and everyone went out in search parties 
to look for him. But in the meantime, Jawahar, who was not at all 
hurt by his fall, waited for Raksh to return. When he had waited for 
a long time and there were still no signs of Raksh he decided to walk 
home, and soon he met the search parties sent out to look for him. 
Everyone was very relieved to see him unhurt, and there was great 
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rejoicing and merry-making that day. Jawahar - was treated like a 
nero, while in the stables Raksh was in disgrace. This however did 

not spoil the friendship between Raksh and 
Jawahar and for a long time after that they had 
many happy rides together. 


IS 






What made life exciting for Jawahar were the festivals. He 

looked forward to them eagerly. 

When Holi came he would fill 
his pichkari 
with brilliant 
colours, and * 
sprinkle them 
on the grown¬ 
ups. He loved 

to chase them round the garden, 
and to hear them scream as he 
emptied his pichkari on them. 

But Diwali was even more 
exciting because of the millions 
of little fairy lights which took 
his breath away. 


When there was a marriage in the family Jawahar was joyous, 





for marriages meant feasts, fireworks, and meeting other little children 
of his own age. And also sometimes a journey to another town. But 
by far the most important and looked-forward-to event was his birth¬ 
day. It was the Day of Days. It was his day when he was the Person 

of Importance. 

It was also a very auspicious day for the Nehru household, for 

Jawahar was Motilal’s first and only son. 

Early in the morning on his birthday Jawahar was weighed against 
wheat and other foodstuffs which were then given to the poor. It was 
such fun to sit on the scale and to go slowly up as the wheat was 
heaped on the other side. 

After this his mother would bathe, wash and dress him in his 
new clothes. And then he would be ready to receive his presents. 
This- was the most exciting part of the day. As each present was 
handed to him all wrapped up in paper he would try to guess what 
it was. But he was nearly always wrong, for it always turned out to 
be something far more wonderful than he had ever thought 
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or 



imagined. And there Were so many mariy presents, for no one ever 
forgot his birthday. 

In the evening there was a party to which a great number of 
people were invited. There was plenty to eat and drink and everyone 
enjoyed themselves immensely. And most of all Jawahar. For him the 
day would pass too quickly, and when he laid his head on the pillow 
that night he would have but one regret, that birthdays came only 


once a year. 

When Jawahar was ten years old the Nehrus moved into a grand 
new house, Anand Bhawan, which as you know, Kum Kurn, 
means the ‘home of happiness\ It was a large house with a big garden, 
and a swimming-pool. Jawahar was delighted with his new home. The 
swimming-pool was his favourite place. He spent a great deal of his 
time there, and soon learned to swim well. In the evenings his father’s 
friends would come for a swim, for this was the first swimming-pool 


in Allahabad and it was something new and exc 
of the town. 


• . * 


for the people 


r'V 
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Jawahar enjoyed these evening parties very much for he liked 
to show off his own skill at swimming, and also to play pranks on the 

i 

grown-ups who splashed about clumsily in the water* He would come 
from behind, and push their heads under the water* Or if anyone stood 
waiting at the edge of the pool, he would quietly creep up and push 
him in. When he was near the swimming-pool, you may be sure 
the grown-ups had no' peace ! 

Another wonderful thing about Anand Bhawan was that it had 
electric lights. No other house in Allahabad had electricity and 

Jawahar spent many hours in trying to * understand the mysteries 
of electric power. 

Anand Bhawan was always crowded with guests, for Motilal liked 
to have his friends about him. On these occasions Jawahar would 
hide behind the curtains in the drawing-room and watch his father 
drinking with his guests. The house would be filled with the sound of 
their lively talk and laughter. Once Motilal caught his little son peeping 
at them through the curtains and dragged him out. Jawahar 
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was 



shy at being caught. And to make it worse his father made hfail 
sit on his lap and stay awhile with them. Jawahar did not know 
what wine looked like and when he saw his father drinking it he 
ran as fast as he could to his mother and cried out, ‘Oh! Mother, 

Father is drinking blood!’ 

Soon afterwards something very important happened to Jawahar. 
A baby sister was born. On the day that the baby sister arrived 
Jawahar waited outside his mother’s room. At last the doctor came 
out and told him that he now had a little sister. It was great 
news for Jawahar. But the doctor spoilt it all by adding, ‘Ah ! you 
have reason to be pleased, for if it had been a son you would have had 
to share your father’s wealth with him’. The doctor was joking, 
of course, but Jawaharlal understood what he meant. It made him 
unhappy that anyone could think he would mind sharing his things. 

A year passed by and Jawahar was eleven. He now had a new 
English tutor by the name of Mr Brooks. Mr Brooks was a clever 
man, and with his help Jawahar read a great many books in English. 
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He enjoyed reading the Jungle Book and Kim and all the books by 
Lewis Carroll, who was a special favourite of his. He also read 
many novels by Scott, Dickens, Thackeray, Wells and other fine 
writers. 

Jawahar also heard a lot about Theosophy from Mr Brooks. 

Now Theosophy, Kum Kum, claims to be the truth about Man 

and Nature. It teaches the idea of brotherhood among all living 

things and like most religions it has human perfection- as 

its goal. Jawahar understood very little of what Mr Brooks 

told him about Theosophy, but he attended all the meetings 

of the Theosophists—which ' is what men are called when 

they believe in Theosophy. Most of the time, I fear Jawahar did 

not know what they were all talking about, but it sounded so 

very clever, that he decided to become the youngest member of 
this society. 

If you had met Jawahar at this time, Kum Kum, you would not 

have |iked him, and you would have wondered why I should tell you 

# 
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the story of such 
a virtuous little 
prig. But he did 
not remain like 
this for long. When 
Mr Brooks left, 
Jawahar’s interest 
in Theosophy also 
went away. 

Now at this 
time there was a 


war on in 


this 






' ** • 


world. A tiny country in Asia— 

Japan—was fighting the vast 
country named Russia. 

Jawahar heard a great deal about 
this war and he took the side of the 
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Japanese, for he had read stirring stories of ancient Japan. And he 
dreamt of how one day, like a knight of old, he would free India 
and the whole of Asia from European rule. 


3. JAWAHAR SEES THE WORLD | 

HTHUS Jawahar grew into a fine boy of fifteen. And now his father 
decided to leave this country of ours, and to travel in faraway 
lands. So one day in the hot month of May, Motilal Nehru, together 
with his wife and his two children, sailed for England. These days, Kum 
Kum, a great many of our people go abroad, and nobody thinks 
anything of it. But in those days people seldom left the country, and 
when they did their relations and friends did not like it. Often they 
would have nothing whatsoever to do with such a person. For they 
thought he had become defiled by crossing the seas and living in strange 
lands. But Motilal Nehru was a very determined man, and he did not 
care for these old-fashioned ideas. So he took his family with 
him to this faraway country of the English people, and he sent the 
boy Jawahar to a big school there, to which only the very rich 
English children were sent. He himself and his wife and baby daughter 
then went to the continent of Europe, and from there they 
returned home to India. 
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It was the first time that Jawahar had been away from home 
and amongst complete strangers. And in the beginning he did not 
like his new school, and was lonely and homesick. He found the 
English boys dull and uninteresting, for they could only talk 
about their lessons and their games. Jawahar—as you know, Kum 
Kum—knew a great deal about what was happening in the world, 
and always read the newspapers. So one day when the school¬ 
teacher asked the boys about the elections that had just been 
fought in England, it was only Jawahar who was able to answer 

and to tell him all about the new government that had come into 
power. 

All this while Jawahar was completely cut off from his 

own country. But he read in the newspapers about the great 

happenings there. Of how in the Punjab, in Bengal and in Maha- 

rastra our people in their struggle for freedom had decided to 

wear only things that were made in India and no foreign cloth 
whatsoever. 
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When Jawahar read of these things he was greatly stirred. But 
there was no one to whom he could talk about them. So instead he 



read great and moving books about how 
other people in the world had fought for 
the freedom of their countries. And of all 
such books he liked best those about the 
great Italian leader, Garibaldi. He lived 
about a hundred years ago, Kum Kum. 
At that time Italy consisted of a 
number of small kingdoms, each with its 

own ruler. These kingdoms were 
pk fighting each other all the time with 


Austria and France, and so 
foreign powers became very % 
ful in Italy. Garibaldi formed a 
army of young Italian patriots, a 
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and his brave men tried to free their country from the French and 
the Austrians and to make it a strong and united nation. 

As the months went by Jawahar became more and more restless 
at school, and he was glad when he finished his studies there, and 
went to' Cambridge. Cambridge, Kum Kum, is a well-known place 
of learning and it was there that Jawahar got his college education. 
He spent three years there working for his degree. But at times 
he was a little foolish and spent a great deal of money trying 
to imitate his rich English friends, and this worried his father. 
Fortunately Jawahar soon realized how silly it was, and gave 

up these expensive ways. And now Jawahar heard that there 

was an addition to the Nehru family and that he had another 
tfaby sister. 

All young boys have to decide what they want to do when they 
go out into the world, but Jawahar was not very sure what he would 

i e to be. He thought of becoming an officer in the Indian Civil 
Service, bat he was a little too young to sit for the examination. It 
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may surprise you, Kum Kum, that Jawahar should have wanted to] 
join the Indian Civil Service and to become a part of that very Govern¬ 
ment from which he had longed to free India. But you see Jawahar 
was still rather young and had not really given very serious thought 
to these things as yet. Since Jawahar could not sit for the Civil 
Service he decided to become a lawyer like his father. As soon 
as he finished his studies at Cambridge he went to London, the capital 
of England, to study law there. 

You must not imagine, Kum Kum, that Jawahar spent all his time 
studying. During the holidays he had a great deal of fun. Once 
when he was in Berlin, the German capital, with his father, he saw 
Count Zeppelin flying his new airship. Count Zeppelin, Kum Kum, 
was the famous man who invented the airship which was named after 
him. This was an extremely important occasion as Count Zeppelin 
was flying his airship for the first time. All the people of Berlin were 
very excited and the Kaiser, the ruler of Germany, came to receive 
the Count when his airship landed. That night in Berlin there 
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_ carnivals and feasting and merry-making, and everyone was 

given a picture of the Count. Jawahar too was given a picture 


were 


and has it- still. 


time, when Jawahar 


beautiful hilly 


country of Norway where he had gone with an English friend, 


J awahar 


walking many many miles when, very tired and dusty, they at last came 
to a hotel. The first thing they wanted was a bath. The hotel-keeper 
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them 


about washing they could go 


and bathe in the stream nearby. 


stream 


from a glacier not very far away. Jawahar #ent into the water first 
but, as soon as he entered it, his feet slipped and he fell and the icy- 
cold water made his body numb. He was swept along by the roaring 
torrent and would have drowned had not his friend run along the 
bank of the stream and dragged him out by the leg and saved his life. 
For, just a few yards farther down there was a high rock over which 


29 




,*,VWV 



rnr Tit* 

> ► 'A V * . *% ATv, 


\ 


s 


".vI 1 , -'.T ■ r J ,J !*. 


*4 


SSSS^hrx 

jSWg^ 






















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































the stream fell in a waterfall. Jawahar and his friend of course 
did not know of this, and when they saw it Jawahar drew his breath 

in at his narrow escape. 
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4. BACK HOME | 

TT was in the autumn of the year 1912 that Jawahar returned to his 
A motherland a grown-up man, for he was twenty-three years of age. 
The Nehrus were all very much excited at seeing Jawahar again, and for 
days his mother had been making preparations to welcome him back 
home. The family was at Mussoorie at that time and Jawahar went up 
and stayed with them there. He met his youngest sister Krishna for the 
first time. Krishna was just five years old then, and she was quite 
jealous at the fuss everyone made over her handsome stranger 
brother. 

For some time now our country had been quiet. The uprising 
against the division of Bengal had almost ended. The Indian National 
Congress had not as yet become the hope of our struggle for 
freedom. 

You know, Kum Kum, that this Congress was founded by two 
Englishmen four years before Jawahar was born. At that time 
it was just a sort of club where English officers would meet 



westernized Indians. How strange, Kum Kum, that this very club 

should later become a great and powerful national body, and draw 

| 

to it millions and millions of our people from all parts of the 
country ! 

For gradually the men of the Congress became aware of the pitiful 
condition of India. 

So when in 1907 the province of Bengal was divided into two 
these men raised a cry of protest and forced the Government to give 
up the idea. 

But the memories of 1907 were soon forgotten. The older men 
of the Congress, those who believed in gradual and slow changes, 
became more powerful and they pinned their hopes instead on Govern¬ 
ment promises of reforms. 

An India so content with its lot did not please Jawahar who came 

back fired with patriotic zeal for change. Like his father he too became a 

* 

member of the Congress, but he did not agree with his father’s views. 
Once when he was still in England he read an article in the papers in 
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which his father had blamed the young men in Bengal for their violent 
acts. Jawahar immediately wrote to Motilal Nehru disagreeing with 
him. * I am sure, Father/ he wrote in his letter, ‘ your views were dj 
great help to the Government/ Motilal was greatly angered by his 
son’s c heekiness and he even thought of asking him to return home 
immediately. 

So, disappointed in the Congress, Jawahar settled down instead 
to practising as a lawyer in his home town of Allahabad, under the 
guidance of his father. J 

For Motilal Nehru, as you already know, Kum Kum, was a very 
clever lawyer. He was also a very outstanding man and, although 
Jawahar was a little afraid of his father, he had great respect and love 
for him. And in our country I do not think there was a man who did 
not respect Motilal Nehru. Apart from being a famous lawyer, Motilal 
Nehru was a man of learning and culture. Not only was he a Persian 
and Arabic scholar but he also knew a great deal about the traditions 
and culture of the West. Motilal believed that the West would show 
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us the way to solve our problems. He believed that our country had 
a lot to learn from the countries of the West. Although he fought 
long and hard against British rule in India he could not help but admire 
the British people. 

He wanted India to be like the countries of Europe. He 

felt that as long as we clung to some of our backward customs and 

rites we should never be deserving of freedom. So Motilal set out to 

break down these old ideas and customs. He lived in a westernized 

way and, as you know, Kum Kum, he went abroad at a time when it 

was considered irreligious, and when he returned home he refused 

to perform the ceremony of purification. This made him unpopular 

with our pandits and backward people but this did not worry 
Motilal. i 

Jawahar too shared his father's admiration for the English people 
and he found he had a great deal in common with them. For the 
Nehrus, Kum Kum, had been brought up in a very westernized home, 
and as a boy Jawahar had always had European governesses and tutors, 
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would try to shoot just for the fun of 
firing a gun. But one day he shot down 
a little deer. The poor wounded animal 
fell at his feet and looked up at him 
with its large eyes full of tears. 

Your heart is sad, Kum Kum, that 
our leader could hurt something so 
gentle and so timid. For you love all 
animals, and the little deer you love 
most of all. And when thev come 




to play in the glade nearby you have tried to make friends with 

them. But they are so timid, that they always run away when they 
see you. . 

Jawahar too has a heart as soft and loving as yours, Kum Kum, and 

when he saw the deer looking at him in helpless pain the tears rushed 

hato his eyes, and he decided that he would never fire a gun again. 

And now, Kum Kum, there came news of a war being fought in 

the West and everyone called it a World War. But it was far away 

from us, and at first it did not affect us. And it was difficult to believe 

that somewhere in the world men were killing each other when things 
were so peaceful at home. 

But gradually the war came closer to us for the Government 
asked our young men to help. Some of them joined the army and fought 
bravely in France and Mesopotamia (the country of the Arabian Niehts 
which today, Kum Kum, we call Iraq). As the war drew to its close, 
Indians felt that the sacrifices made by them called for changes that 

fifff give Home Rule to India and -they started agitating for this. 


Those were exciting days and we felt that we were on the point 
of attaining something great. Jawahar joined the struggle and so 
did Motilal Nehru. Motilal, as you must remember, Kum Kum, had 
agreed with the older men of the Congress. He did not like his son 
being on the other side, and at home Jawahar and his father had 
often quarrelled over their political views. But this time Motilal too 

felt the need for strong action. • -ilil 

A great many public meetings were held all over our country, 

and at one in Allahabad Jawahar made his first speech. 

He is, as you know, Kum Kum, a shy person and addressing such 
a large gathering of people made him very nervous. Although we did 
not know it at that time, this really was an important day for us. For 
from now onwards Jawahar gradually gave up his life of luxury and 
comfort and joined the struggle for independence. This was not easy, 
Kum Kum, as it meant going in and out of jail over and over again 
and suffering hardships till then unknown to him. 
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5. KAMALA AND KASHMIR 


TT was Vasant Panchami, Kum Kum, and the flowers were yellow 

in the fields. And in the air there was a feeling of gladness for 
Vasant Panchami is the festival of spring. 

On this auspicious day, Kum Kum, Jawahar got married to the 

sweet and simple Kamala. Kamala was a girl of seventeen then and 
she was so shy and innocent. 


The wedding was a grand affair. Jawahar and his family went up 
to Delhi in a special train decorated with flowers and flags. Lots 
and lots of people were invited to the marriage and there was plenty of 
feasting and merry-making. Soon afterwards the Nehrus went for the 


summer to Kashmir, the home of their forefathers. 

Jawahar was glad to be there for he loved the mountains 


an d his cousin decided to trek far 


into the mountains. They 


climbed lofty peaks and they crossed many dangerous rivers frozen 

They went higher and higher still, right up the Sind Valley, 


into ice. 


till they had crossed the Zojila pass which lies over steep jagged rocks’ 
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When they got to the other side they were told that the famous 
of Amaranath where Hindus go on a holy pilgrimage was only 
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seven miles away* Jawahar had always longed to visit the cave and he 
decided to go there* 

But this was not easy, for although it was but a few miles away 

their path was steep and dangerous* They had to climb sharp rocks 

and cross slippery glaciers and fields of snow, and they had to be tied 

to each other by a long and strong rope so that if one of them fell 

the other could save him. After twelve long hours of climbing they 

at last came to a large field of snow and on the other side below this 
field was the cave. 

This made them take heart again, for the field looked so easy 
to cross. But they were mistaken, for it was full of holes and ditches 
anA at every step the snow gave way under them and they fell in. 
Jawahar, however, refused to give up. As he struggled onwards, the 
snow suddenly gave away and he went hurtling into a dark and yawning 
gap* But the rope he was tied to held good and, as he hung suspended 
by it, his companion pulled him out. They now decided to 
turn back home as it was almost impossible to get to Amaranath. 
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Although the World War was over, in our country there was no 
change and no peace. After all big wars people are restless and excited, 
especially the soldiers who come back to everyday tasks. They expect 
everything to have changed for the better. In the Punjab there were 
many deeds of violence and the Government was very severe in trying 
to stop them. Many innocent people were arrested and imprisoned 
along with the guilty. These injustices made Mahatma Gandhi come 


forward to oppose them. 

Gandhiji had already struggled hard for the rights of our fellow 


countrymen in 


South Africa. 


Now he returned home and 


j -- ill/* 

became our light in the dark—the strength and hope of our 


country. T , , - , 

He explained to us the law of suffering. He told us that it was in 

the karma of every mortal to suffer and that suffering made us 

nobler and better. If we violently attacked those who disagreed with 

us we should only be hurting and destroying ourselves. JFor 

violence is evil and evil destroys itself. But if we put our whole soul 
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against the will of our enemies and resisted them with the good in 
us we should eventually overcome them. 

Gandhiji started a movement and 
those who joined it were peacefully to 
resist the Government’s laws and to get 
arrested. 

Jawahar was excited by this new way 



to join Gandhiji’s movement. Motilal 
Nehru was against this as he loved his son 
dearly and could not bear to think of him 
suffering hardships in jail. 

But before Jawahar could do anything 
the country was suddenly plunged into 
darkness and gloom. On the day that 
Gandhiji had chosen for a hartal all over 
India, a great tragedy happened at Amritsar. 
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The Government had forbidden all public meetings there, and when 
a crowd assembled in Jallianwala Bagh, police and soldiers opened fire 
and killed and wounded many people. Everyone was horrified. 

What had happened in the Punjab left a deep impression on the 
people. All over the country Hindus and Muslims now worked side 
by side for the freedom of India with the Mahatma at their head. 
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6. A BLESSING IN DISGUISE 

Jawahar worked for his country, a little baby girl was 

to Kamala. Jawahar named his daughter Indira Priyadarshani 
for she was so very sweet and lovely to look at* 

It was the month of May, Kum Kum, and in this month the heat 
in the plains is awful. Jawahar s wife, Kamala, and his mother had 
not been too well, so like many of our rich people they decided to 
go to the hill station of Mussoorie in the Himalayas, and it was arranged 
that Jawahar was to take them there. In Mussoorie they stayed at 
the Savoy Hotel, and staying at that very hotel just then were some 
important and leading men from Afghanistan. Now Afghanistan, 
Kum Kum, is the country which lies beyond the Himalayas to the 
west. At that time Britain was at war with Afghanistan and these men 
had been sent by their country to discuss terms of peace. 

When Jawahar came to Mussoorie, the Government thought 
he must have been sent there by the Congress to meet these men 
and to try and get their country to help us in our fight for freedom. 
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So one day a police officer came to Jawahar and asked him t<| 
leave Mussoorie within twenty-four hours or to promise that he would 

not get in touch with the Afghans. 

Jawahar was surprised at the Government’s request for till 
then he had not even met or seen these men from Afghanistan. It is 
true that they were staying at the same hotel. But they kept to them¬ 
selves, and even had their meals in their room, Jawahar had no 
intention at all of meeting the Afghans, but he did not like to give 
any such promise to the Government. So he was made to leave 
Mussoorie immediately. 

But very soon he wanted to return to Mussoorie with his father, 
as his mother had fallen seriously ill, so the Government wisely decided 
to cancel their order forbidding him to go to Mussoorie. 

The first thing that Jawahar saw when he came back was his 
baby daughter in the arms of one of the Afghans! This surprised him 
very much. Kamala then told him that when the Afghans read 
in the papers about how Jawahar had been asked to leave Mussoorie 
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they had become interested in the family. They had sent flowers and 
fruits to Kamala and his mother, and had taken quite a fancy to 
little Indira. Jawahar and Motilal also met them and were heartily 
invited to visit Afghanistan. 

# 

Is it not funny, Kum Kum, that this is exactly what the Govern¬ 
ment had wanted to avoid? Their silly order had defeated its own 
purpose. Actually to Jawahar it was a blessing in disguise, as I shall 
now explain to you. 

When Jawahar was forced to leave Mussoorie and go back 
to Allahabad he met a great leader of the peasants in the United 
Provinces. The name of this man was Ramchandra. He had seen the 
suffering and hardships of the millions of kisans of our country. 
He had gathered them together and told them to fight side by side 
against the unkindness of their landlords. And with him at their head, 
these kisans now marched to Allahabad, shouting ‘SitaranT. For 
they all came from the land which was in ancient times the great 
kingdom of Ayodhya, where Ram ruled with the lovely Sita. 
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When they came to Allahabad, Jawahar and the other men of the 
Congress heard about them, and went to them. The kisans told them 
of their hardships and sufferings. It was a sad tale, Kum Kum, for of all 
our people no one has so hard a life as the poor kisan who toils on the land. 

Jawahar, when he heard their story, decided to go back with 
them to their villages, and see how he could help them. And in the 
month of June, when the fury of the summer sun was at its highest, 
Jawahar went from village to village, talking to the peasants, under¬ 
standing their troubles, and teaching them our dear Mahatmaji’s 
peaceful way of fighting one’s enemies. And Jawahar, who had always 

gone to a hill station in the summer, forgot all about the heat, so very 
interested was he in his work. 

Jawahar threw himself heart and soul into the 'Kisan movement’, 

as it was called. This work kept him so busy that he did not have any 

time to spare for his wife and baby daughter. But Kamala was a 

woman of great understanding and she knew that he was giving 
himself to a fine and noble cause* 
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7. FIRST TASTE OF JAIL 

r T'HERE now came news that the Prince of Wales was to visit our 
country. The Prince of Wales, Kum Kum, is the eldest son of the 
King of England, the man who usually becomes the next king. 

The men of the Congress decided to greet him with black flags to 
show he was not welcome, so the Government arrested many people. 
One day, as Jawahar sat working in his office, the police surrounded 
the house and took him away. They also arrested Motilal Nehru and 
all our leaders. But Gandhiji they dared not touch as yet. 

When the police took Motilal and Jawahar away, they sentenced 
Jawahar to three months imprisonment and Motilal to six months. 
Jawahar and his father were sent to the same jail in Lucknow. Jawahar 
was excited at being arrested and imprisoned, for this was the first 
time he had been in a jail. At first the men in charge of the 
prisoners were not very strict and treated them well. Jawahar, his 
father and cousins were given a small shed to live in, and members 
of their families were allowed to come and see them quite 
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often. In prison Jawahar kept himself busy. 

m 

He would spend the mornings cleaning the 
shed and washing his father’s and his own 
clothes. He would also spin for a little 
while every day. In the afternoons all the 
prisoners played games together so that 
they got some exercise. They held classes, 
when the educated ones would teach those 
who could not do so how to read and write. 

The prisoners were allowed to receive 
newspapers. And every day when they read 
of how well their movement was progress¬ 
ing they would all sit down together and 
discuss the future excitedly. 

One day they read that Gandhiji had 
said that the civil disobedience movement 
should stop. They were all dismayed 
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and asked why. But Gandhiji had his own reasons. At Chauri Chaura 
in the United Provinces some villagers had set fire to a police station 
and had burnt to death thirty-three policemen. When Gandhiji 
heard of this, he said to our people, ‘Non-violence rather than 

Freedom’. 

It was just at this time that Jawahar’s three months of imprison¬ 
ment ended and he was set free. As soon as Jawahar got back to Allaha¬ 
bad he re-started his work. The Government heard of this and put him 

* 

into prison once again. But this time it was for a year and a half. On 
his return to Lucknow jail, Jawahar found it very much changed. His 
father had been sent away to a jail at Naini Tal, and prison life was 

now made hard and irksome. 

The days dragged heavily and the nights seemed dark and long, 
but Jawahar found pleasure in the simple things of life. He is a 
great lover of nature, as you know, and he would spend the evenings 
in prison lying flat on his back and gazing at the patch of blue above 
him. And he would watch the changing colours of the clouds as they 

Iffy , ^ i w . 
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drifted by on a monsoon evening. And on hot summer nights the bright 

stars up above shone and twinkled at him and kept him company. 

He soon grew to love these stars and made friends with them, and 

when the shadows fell he would wait anxiously for them to appear. 

But he also spent a great deal of his time reading books. Whenever 

the jailer came round to see what he was doing he found him engrossed 

in a book. And this annoyed the jailer very much indeed for he himself 
could not read, and so was jealous. 

While Jawahar was in prison, at Anand Bhawan things were 

bad. The police would come often to collect the fines which 

Mahatmaji had asked us not to pay. So every time these men of the 

police came to Anand Bhawan they carried away instead the furniture 

from the house. And little Indira who was only four years old could 

not understand why these strangers carried away almost everything 
and nobody stopped them. 

Then one day in January 1923 Jawahar was set free. 

Jawahar was thrilled and excited as the prison gates opened to 
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let him out. He was a free man ! But his work was only half finished. 
He went back to it and had little time for anything else. Jawahar 
worked so hard for his country’s freedom that he had no time to earn 
his own living and he, his wife and baby daughter had to live on what 
Motilal earned. Jawahar did not like to do this but his father 
convinced him that the work he had taken on was noble and fine, 
so when Jawahar was offered other jobs with a great deal of money, 
he refused them and continued to serve his motherland. 

As the months went by, Kamala, who was frail and delicate, 
fell seriously ill. All the doctors said that she must go to the faraway 
land of Switzerland, high up in the mountains, where the air is fresh 
and pure. So Jawahar and Kamala and little Indira sailed for that 
country and with them also went Vijayalakshmi, his sister, and her 
husband. They stayed in Switzerland for one whole year while Kamala 
slowly got back her strength and health, and then came back to India. 
A little while after Jawahar returned home the British sent seven 
Englishmen to our country to see what could be done about improving 
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the way in which India was being governed. But we were angry with 
the British and tired of being ruled by them. So everywhere these 
men went people gathered together and asked them to go back. 

Jawahar was in Lucknow when the Englishmen who were going 

round India came there. The people of Lucknow too were eager to 

show these men that they did not want them there. So they came out in 

large numbers and shouted at them to go back. Jawahar was at the 

head of the people when the police in large numbers—on horses 

and on foot beat them with lathis. Jaw T ahar would not give way to 

them and was not frightened by their lathis and batons Although 

many people were hurt that day, it was a great victory for our 

people, Kum Kum, for they had truly proved their bravery and 
courage. 
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8. PRESIDENT OF THE CONGRESS 



for one year. This was indeed a very great honour for someone 
so young as he. 

When the men of the Congress chose him as their leader, they 
were showing how much they valued what he had already done for 
his country. 

From now onwards Jawahar’s name and fame spread to all the 

four corners of India. He became our idol. People came from 

distant villages and towns to see him and a great many songs and poems 

were composed about him. You are perhaps thinking, Kum Kum, 

that all this would make Jawahar very conceited and spoilt, but luckily 

this did not happen. He was very happy when his own family teased 

and ragged him about it. At home the Nehrus would joke about the 

* * 

flattering names the people gave him, such as Bharat Bhushan , which 
means ‘Jewel of India’, and Tyagamurti, which means ‘O Embodiment 
of Sacrifice’ ! Even little Indira would join in this game of teasing him. 
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All this while, Kum Kum, Indira was growing up into a fine 
little girl. Jawahar was sorry he could not spend as much time as he 
would have liked to with his daughter, because of his work, but 
whenever he had a little time he and Indira would have talks together 
and Indira would ask questions about many things. In the summer 
when Indira went up to the hill station Mussoorie with her mother, 
Jawahar remained behind in Allahabad and they could no longer 
have their talks. So, instead, Jawahar wrote long letters to Indira 
who could now read and write. In these letters Jawahar told her the 
wonderful story of the earth from the very beginning. He wrote: 

* I am afraid I can only tell you very little in these letters of 

mine. But that little, I hope, will interest you and make you think 

& 

of the world as a whole, and of other peoples in it as our brothers 
and sisters/ 

You will remember that the Nehrus were living in their beautiful 
house at Allahabad called Anand Bhawan. Motilal Nehru now decided 
to give this house to the Congress and to call it Swaraj Bhawan. Near 
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Swaraj Bhawan he had a smaller house built which he named Anand 
Bhawan, and the Nehrus moved into this house. 

As time went by and the year 1930 came, it seemed as if Gandhiji 
was going to start another great struggle. The Congress decided that 
it wouldn’t rest till it had got complete independence for India. All 
over the country members of the Congress began preparing for this 

■ t 

new struggle. They taught the people how to resist the Government 
without violence and force. For the first time the women of our land 
came forward in large numbers and took part in India’s fight for 

independence. And amongst these women were also Kamala, Jawahar’s 
mother, and his two sisters. 

When the Government saw these preparations they arrested 
Gandhiji and also Jawahar. 

They locked up Jawahar in a cell all by himself, for they were 
afraid of him, and wanted to keep him away from everybody else. 
It was summer-time then, and the cell was hot and uncomfortable. 
But at nights Jawahar was allowed to sleep in the little courtyard in 
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front of it. His bed was heavily chained to the ground so that he could 

not use it to climb up the wall and escape! For one long month Jawahar 

was absolutely alone, and at times he was very lonely and sad. And so 

would you be, Kum Kum, if you were locked up all by yourself and 
had no one to play with or talk to. 

He made friends with the birds and the animals in his prison. 
A number of parrots lived near the cell and Jawahar soon got to know 
them all quite well. But Mithu the parrot was his very special friend. 
Mithu had a lady love who lived next door. For some time 
now he had been courting her. But Muni was so coy and difficult 
that Mithu could never get a final answer from her. Jawahar 
of course knew about this love affair, for Mithu always told him 
everything. And together they would rack their brains as to how 
pretty Muni could be won. After some time Muni at last 
began showing signs of giving in, and it seemed as if Mithu 
was on the verge of gaining his heart's desire. But one day 
the smart and dashing Lalloo turned up and also began wooing 
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And faithless Muni fell in 


1 n c o n stant 
Muni! As the 

days went by 


^became so thin 

ill that his friend Jawahar got very alarmed. So he went 
le nest where he lay dying from love for Muni, and 
Ld on Mithu’s shoulders and said, 1 Mithu, my friend, 
lying down. Be a man and fight for your lady love . 
iese words Mithu felt new life, come into his veins. 






He leapt up and flew as fast as he could to Lalloo’s nest and challenged 
him to a beak and cla^v fight. When Lalloo saw the fire in Mithu’s 
eyes he shook with fear. But he could not refuse Mithu’s challenge. 
So a time was fixed when he and Mithu would fight each other. All the 
parrots in the cell got to know about the coming combat and there 
was a great deal of excitement and noise. Muni was thrilled for this 
really was Romance with a capital R. She had often dreamt of herself 
as a beautiful princess and of how brave knights would come from 
afar to ask for her hand in marriage. And they would fight each 
other, and the most brave and handsome of them would win her as his 
prize. So Muni looked her prettiest for the occasion, and she was so 
flattered and pleased with herself that she could not stop twittering. 

At the appointed hour everyone gathered in the courtyard to 
watch the fight, while Mithu and Lalloo stood in the middle waiting 
for the signal to start. As soon as it was given, they sprang up in the 

air, and made for each other. There was breathless silence all round 

*, - , 

and you could only hear the scratching of claws and the pecking of 
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beaks. But soon Lalloo realized that he was fighting a losing battle, 
for Mithu had the strength of ten because his heart was so full of love 
for Muni. No parrot had ever fought as Mithu fought. He did not rest 
till his foe fell at his feet and begged his pardon. All the other parrots 
clapped and shouted, ‘Bravo, Mithu’. Muni, blushing like a bride, 
came forward and put her hand into Mithu’s and said, * Dear Mithu, 
I am yours And Mithu kissed her and carried away his bride. And 
for a long time after that they lived happily in a little nest near 
Jawahar’s cell. And often Jawahar would drop in on them and have a 

quiet chat. 

Then there was also Gilahri the squirrel. Gilahri was shy 
and slow to make friends. For many days Gilahri used to 
watch Jawahar sitting outside his cell and reading a book. And Jawahar 
was so engrossed in his book that often he would not move at all for 
hours. This made Gilahri wonder if he were a tree or a man and he 
decided to find out. So one day he crept up Jawahar’s legs and climbed 
into his lap. When Jawahar saw Gilahri he took him and stroked his 
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back. But Gilahri was so 
frightened that he scamper¬ 
ed away as quickly as he 
• could. 

After that Jawahar would 

put out some nuts for 

Gilahri. At first Gilahri 

would only come and take 

the nuts away with him 

to eat them at home. But 

gradually Gilahri became 
bolder and sometimes he would stay and eat his nuts while 

Jawahar pretended to read his book. After a little while they even 
began talking to each other. It happened like this. 

One day Gilahri was in a good mood/ Maybe because it was 
cooler than it had been for many days; or maybe the nuts were 
exceptionally tasty that day. Well, whatever it was, Gilahri suddenly 
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said to Jawahar: ‘A nice cool day, isnt it? 

Jawahar looked up from his book which he W3.S pretending 

to read and replied: ‘Yes, very cool/ as it he was not in the least hit 

surprised at .Gilahri talking to him. 

‘Just imagine/ said Gilahri, nibbling away at his nut, ‘you being 

stuck indoors on a day like this. If I were you I would go out for a long 
walk in the country today.’ Jawahar smiled a dittle sadly, and said, 

‘I cannot, Gilahri’. 

‘Why not?’ asked Gilahri, still nibbling at his nut. 

‘You see I am a prisoner and I am locked up here.’ 

Gilahri dropped his nut and stared unbelievingly at him. 

‘Who locked you up, and why ? ’ he asked after a few minutes. 
Jawahar then told Gilahri the whole story of how India was 
fighting for her freedom, and of how he had devoted his life to this 
great cause. He also told Gilahri all about his family and his little 
daughter Indira. And Gilahri thought he would like to meet Indira, 
for he always preferred children to grown-ups. 
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While Jawahar was talking, Gilahri listened with great attention, 

■■ 

and at the end of it all he said to Jawahar, ‘You are a grand chap, 
and 1 should like to be your friend’. And that is how the friendship 
between Jawahar and Gilahri started. 

All this time, outside, the Congress was working hard. The 
Government declared it an unlawful body so more people were 
arrested and amongst them was Motilal Nehru. As there was not 
enough room in the prisons, Motilal and two others were put into 
the same cell as Jawahar. 

Jawahar was glad to be with his father again and to be able to 
look after him, for Motilal was ill. But in spite of Jawahar’s 
loving care Motilal became worse so the Government set him free. 


Once Motilal had gone, Jawahar was lonely and desolate. 

Gilahri, Mithu and his fellow prisoners were there to comfort 

him, but it was not the same and the prison felt empty without 
his father. 


At last his six months of imprisonment came to an 




r * f 


was 




set free. Gilahri and Mithu were going to miss him, but they were 
happy for his sake that he was free and could go back to his family. 
So on the day that Jawahar was freed they all came and gave him a very 
happy send-off. Jawahar was free again, but for such a short while. 
After only eight days the Government arrested him again and he was 
sent back to the same prison. Gilahri and Mithu were no longer there, 
for they had gone away thinking that he would not return for a long 
time. But his brother-in-law, Ran jit Pandit, and the other prisoners 
were still there. Ran jit loved flowers and gardens and he soon made 
a lovely little garden outside the cell. These bright and gay flowers 
brought much joy into the dull lives of all the prisoners. It seemed to 
them that nowhere in the world did the sun shine more brightly and 
the grass seem more green and the flowers more gay than they did 
in their little garden. 

It was New Year’s Day in the year 1931 when Jawahar got the 
news that Kamala had been arrested. His heart was full of love and 
admiration for her, for Kamala had worked hard for the Congress all 
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these months that Jawahar was in prison. And her courage and self- 

sacrifice had won her the respect and love of her countrymen. Wdien 

the police came to take Kamala away, she told them, *1 am happy 

and proud to follow in the footsteps of my husband. I hope the people 
will keep the flag flying high/ 

With these brave words she went willingly to prison. But Kamala 

was in prison for only twenty-six days. Motilal Nehru fell very ill 

and both Jawahar and Kamala were released so that they could be near 

him in his last moments. For the doctors now gave up hopes of KlotilaPs 

recovery. Eleven days later, Motilal departed for another world while 

Jawahar lovingly watched by his bedside. Before he died Motilal 

said to Gandhiji, who was also there, ‘I am going, Mahatmaji. I shall 

not be here to see Swaraj, but I know you have won it and will soon 
have it/ 

It was a great loss to our country when Motilal passed away. 
All our people mourned his death and shared Jawahar’s sorrow. 
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9. AT THE FOOT OF THE HIMALAYAS 


A, YEAR went by and all this while Jawahar worked night and day 
for India’s freedom. He travelled all over the country telling the 


people how to fight for their freedom. In 1932 the Congress was again 
made an unlawful body. Jawahar was arrested and so were our other 


leaders. 


The prisons were crowded with people who defied the laws. Swaraj 
Bhawan was seized by the Government. 

Jawahar’s mother and two sisters joined the movement and his 
sisters were arrested and imprisoned. Mrs Motilal led a big procession 
in Allahabad, and when the police came on them with lathis and beat 
them, she got badly hurt. All this while Kamala lay in bed struggling 
against a slow fever. She was too ill to take part in the movement. But 
she and Mrs Motilal Nehru visited Jawahar in jail and their short 
meetings together meant a great deal to all three of them. 

But once a jail officer insulted his mother and wife, and 
Jawahar decided that it was better for him not to see them 
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than have them insulted. This was a great sacrifice, for he used 
1 to look forward to meeting them so much. But he could get 
letters from them, and if it had not been for those letters he would 
have been completely cut off from the outside world. 

Then there were always his books to make the long weary hours 
more bearable. 

He loved most of all to read travel books and to study an atlas. 

ft was such an amusing pastime to find all the places he had been to and 

then remember what he had done there, and it made him forget that he 

was a prisoner. He also tried to learn the German language which 
l be had always wanted to know. 

After some time Jawahar was sent to a prison in Dehra Dun which 

stands at the foot of the high Himalayas. He was taken there secretly 

one night by car. As he was getting into the car, the police officer 

handed him a packet of old German magazines. He had heard that 

Jawahar was learning German and wanted to help him. Jawahar was 
/ very touched by this kindness. 
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From his little window in the prison 
in Dehra Dun Jawahar could see the mourn* 

In the summer they were so fresh 


tains 


and green. And in the winter they 

* 

were clothed in a mantle of snow and 
looked sc very different. As Jawahar 
gazed at these mountains all kinds of 
things would pass through his mind. 
He would imagine he was climbing up 



















































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































the highest peak. And when he got to the top there was a little cloud 
resting against the hillside and he climbed on it and went sailing high up 
in the skies, till the world looked just like a little ball far, far below him. 

Thus the long months went by and soon Jawahar discovered 
that he was not alone in his cell. There were a number of little creatures 

living with him. These were the ants, the flies and the wasps! 

# 

The ants would crawl endlessly up and down the wall in a row 
and he could never understand what kept them so busy. 

The flies were quite a nuisance. Somehow they always felt most 
energetic in the afternoon, and just when he was settling down to a 
quiet nap one of them would come and sit on the tip of his nose and 
tickle him. The wasps had made a little home for themselves in one 
corner of the ceiling. They were always very cold and aloof and never 
showed the slightest interest in him. Till one day Bad-Mizaj (which 
means ill-natured) woke up in a really nasty sort of mood. It was black 
Monday and on Mondays it was Bad-Mizaj’s turn to do all the cleaning 
and dusting in the hive. For all wasps are very hard-working. Of 
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all the days in the week 
Bad'Mizaj hated Mondays 
most of all, as he really 
was a very lazy wasp. On 
this Monday, Bad^Mizaj 
felt particularly lazy and 
this made him even more j s 
spiteful and bad-tenv 

„ /.vX' v- 

pered. And he thought 
to himself, ( If I don’t do 
something really vicious today I 
shall positively burst with venom’. 
Then he remembered that there was 


a big tall man living in the cell. So he went buzzing to where Jawahar 
sat and stung him on the hand. 

Ooh! It did hurt! 

Bad-Mizaj smiled with glee. 
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* There/ he said, 1 1 feel heaps better already—and now back to 
the cleaning/ 

He flew off quite happily and left Jawahar nursing his hand. 
Bad-Mizaj’s ‘act of wanton aggression’ (as the grown-ups would call it, 
and which just means being a fighting-cock) made Jawahar decide that 
the wasps deserved to be expelled from the cell. But the wasps were 
not going to pay so dearly for Bad-Mizaj’s folly. They refused to go. 
When Jawahar found that he could not get them to leave he made a 
pact of non- in terferen ce with them. It was agreed between them that the 
wasps would keep to their part of the cell and Jawahar to his and that 
they would not come in each other’s way or take any notice of each 
other. Of course Bad-Mizaj was severely punished. For one whole 
week he was made to clean the hive inside and outside. 

One morning Jawahar was woken up very early with a noise 
of something crying outside his cell. When he got up to see what it 
was he found three newly-born baby puppies hidden in the drain. 
They looked so cold and hungry that Jawahar took them into his 
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cell and gave them milk to drink and wrapped them up in 
his blanket. 

When the jailer came round and saw 
the puppies he wanted to take them away. 
For prisoners are not allowed to keep pets. 
But the jailer too felt sorry for these three 
homeless puppies, and when Jawahar asked 
him if he could keep them, he agreed. So 
the puppies stayed. 

Jawahar named one of them Chanchal, 

for he was always 
frolicking about, 
and another Nat- 
khat, for he was so 

very naughty, and the third Khushi, for he 

had such a happy nature. 

Chanchal, Natkhat and Khushi stayed 
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in the cell with Jawahar and shared his food. Soon they grew strong 
and healthy. But one day Chanchal, who was frolicsome and restless, 
badly wanted to see the outside world, for he had a very inquisitive 
nature and he was tired of just romping about.the cell. So that 
evening, after Jawahar had given them their food and settled down to 
his book, Chanchal hid behind the door. And when the jailer came 
round to lock Jawahar up in his cell for the night, Chanchal quietly 
slipped out. He ran down the courtyard and found a little hole in 
the wall, and squeezing himself through it he got out of the prison. 

He wandered through the lanes and roads. And at the beginning it 
was such fun for it was all so new. 

- • t 'jhL * 

But after some time he decided he would now like to go home. 
When he tried to find the way back he lost his way and all the 
roads seemed alike. Poor Chanchal! It was becoming so dark and cold, 
and when he thought of his warm little bed he could not help but cry. 

‘Won’t somebody show me the way?’ he asked tearfully. ‘Oh! 
Oh! Pm so miserable and I want to go home.’ 
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But nobody took any notice of him. Everyone just hurried by 
him. Some stranger who passed by picked up a large stone and 
threw it at him. The stone hit Chanchal on the back and he howled 
with pain. He crawled into a ditch and hid there, shivering and crying 
all the time. At last it was morning, and Chanchal slipped out 
of his hiding-place and tried again to find the prison. This time it was 
not so difficult and he soon smelt his way to the high wall. And once 
he had found the wall it was easy to find the little hole through which 

he had escaped and to get back to the cell. 

When Jawahar saw Chanchal he was so happy. For soon afte? 
the jailer had gone Jawahar missed Chanchal, and he looked high and 
low for him. But eventually he had to give up the search, for Chanchal 
was nowhere to be found. T do hope Chanchal is safe/ he kept on 
saying to himself. And first thing in the morning he again began 
looking for him. When Chanchal returned home, Jawahar forgot 
all about being angry with him and scolding him. Instead he hugged 
Chanchal close and gave him plenty of milk to drink. But Chanchal 
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had caught a bad chill lying m the gutter all night and he fell very ill. 
Jawahar was so worried about him and looked after him tenderly. 
And Chanchal soon got well and was as frolicsome and' frisky as ever. 

Although Jawahar had many friends in prison he also had a 
number of enemies. The bugs, the scorpions, the mosquitoes and 
the snakes were always worrying and attacking him. And he carried 


on a never-ending war against them. 



Once he managed to capture 
his enemy Bish, the scorpion. As 

a warning to the others he tied a 

§ 

piece of string round Bish’s waist 

and hung him up on the wall. But 

all day Bish squeezed and wriggled 

and at last he managed to escape. For 

many days Jawahar waited in case Bish 

should come back and try to bite him. But, 
luckily, Bish had gone for good. 
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10. A SAD DAY ; 

W HEN Jawahar had spent nearly a year and a half in prison, news 

came that his mother was seriously ill, and he was freed so that 

he could go to see her. 

Mrs Motilal Nehru soon got better. 

This time Jawahar stayed out of prison for five months and 
thirteen days. But after that the Government arrested him again, 

and his sweet days of freedom came to an end. 

Now Kamala fell very ill, and every day she grew weaker and frailer. 

The Government at last decided to let Jawahar go to her. Jawahar 

nursed Kamala night and day and gradually she improved. But in the 

meantime Jawahar was sent back to prison. And without him Kamala 

fretted and worried, and again fell very ill. 

The Government now tried to persuade Jawahar to give them 
a promise that he would not just then take part in politics. They 
said that if he gave them this promise they would free him so that he 
could po to his wife. When Kamala heard of this she asked Jaw 7 ahar 
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not to give any such pro- 
mise for it would not be 


Decame worse. 1 ne doctors said 
that she must go to the hill 
station of Bhawali. The Govern¬ 
ment agreed to send Jawahar to a prison 
nearby in Almora, so that he could visit 
Kamala sometimes in hospital. Jawahar felt 

very grateful to the Government for letting 
him be near Kamala. 

He was back amongst his mountains 
once again and he never tired of listening 
to the twittering of the birds in the trees 
and of watching the flowers dancing in the 
breeze and the. shadows of passing clouds 
on mossy banks. And if it had not been 





for these things he would not have been able to bear the anxiety of 
Kamala’s illness. For the thought that she might leave him any day 
made him despair. Jawahar tried to make these anxious days more 
bearable by writing the story of his life. And he decided that this story 
would be dedicated to Kamala* so that when she read it she would 
know all the things that he had wanted to tell her, but had never been 
able to. For most of the time he was in prison, and when he was free 
he was too busy fighting for India’s freedom. 

After a little while the doctors insisted that Kamala must go to 
the faraway country of Germany. For there the doctors were even 
more clever and the climate healthy and good. So Kamala sailed with 
Indira for Europe and Jawahar was left lonely and sad in his prison cell. 

There were five little mainas who lived near his cell. They sang 
to him all the day long. But sometimes Jawahar would be worried 
about Kamala and he would forget to give them their food. The 
mainas would then come down from their nest and noisily demand 
their meal. 
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But in Germany Kamala got worse. 


day Jawahar 


Kamala lay dying. 


Germany 


that he could get to her as soon 
possible. Oh, what anxiety filled 


Ava 


our hearts as we waited for news ^ 
of Kamala’s health! For Kamala, 

Kum Kum, had endeared herself to 
her country and her people by her 
heroism, her sweetness and her unselfishness. 

One day we would hear that Kamala was 
better and our hearts would leap with hope. But 

day it would be that Kamala was worse, and our hearts 

would sink with fear. Then came the day that we heard 
that Kamala was dead. It 



was a sad day for -India and a day of 


Jawahar 


woman 
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Indira at school in England. He came back home a broken and lonely 
man. And now that Kamala was no more he threw himself heart 
and soul into his work and tried to fill the emptiness in his life. 

That year our people again chose him as the leader of the Congress. 

And soon after this the British held elections throughout India 
so that we could choose our own men to frame our laws and^kvem 
the provinces. Jawahar worked hard for these elections and everywhere 
people voted for the men of the Congress. And in seven out of 
eleven provinces the Congress now governed. Jawahar was pleased 
by the Congress victory and he felt that his labour had been rewarded. 
But soon more sorrows awaited him. In 1938 his mother died at Anand 
Bhawan. As she breathed her last Jawahar stood sorrowfully near 
her bed. ‘She too has gone/ he said sadly. 

Anand Bhawan now became a house haunted by memories of his 
dear ones who had gone away. It looked so deserted and forsaken. 
Whenever Jawahar came home he remembered the good old days when 
his father, mother, and Kamala were alive, and his two sisters, 
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Vijayalakshmi and Krishna, still unmarried. What happy times they 
had spent together! 

But Hari still remained. Hari, Kum Kum, was a loyal and devoted 


servant. He had been with the Nehrus for many many years, and 
he had come to be like one of the family. The Nehrus never made any 
important decisions without first speaking to Hari. If it was some¬ 
thing that Hari did not like, he would make it Quite obvious. 
For Hari still treated Jawahar and Vijayalakshmi and Krishna as if 
they were children even when they had grown up. And now when 
Jawahar was left alone Hari fussed round him like a mother, and would 
scold him if he was late for a meal or did not eat enough or worked 
too hard. When Jawahar. had a few spare moments he and Hari 

would sit down together and talk about the past, and Hari’s eyes 
would fill with tears. 


‘Ah,’ he would say, ‘those were the days. We shall 
their like again.’ 


never see 


il. TROUBLED TIMES 

TN the meantime, Kum Kum, a new danger faced the world and 
threatened its peace. Thi§ was the rise of dictators. In Italy, 
Germany, Russia and Spain, dictators now ruled. Dictators, Kum Kum, 
are greedy men in love with power. They rule the people for their 
own selfish ends. They crush the weak and the defenceless and seize 

whatever they can lay hands on. As you know, Jawahar always 

% 

disliked bullies. Once, after Kamala’s death, when Jawahar was in 
Italy, the dictator Mussolini wanted to meet him. But Jawahar would 
not see him for he did not want even to shake hands with him. 

In the year 1938 Jawahar went to Europe again. He visited the 
romantic country of Spain which was torn by Civil War. For in this 
country there was a general named Franco who declared war on the 
people’s Government and tried to force the people of Spain, by cruelly 
bombing and killing them, to make him their ruler. 

The sufferings of the Spanish people made Jawahar suffer, too, 
and he hated dictators more than ever. When he returned home 

84 


he tried to help the Spanish people by sending them food from India. 

When Japan took Manchuria from China by force, and Italy 
Abyssinia, and the German dictator Hitler swallowed up a part of the 
small and helpless country of Czechoslovakia, Jawahar warned the 
people of the world against giving in to dictators. He hoped Britain 
and the other free countries would fight and crush them, and when 
they did not he was disappointed. 

Jawahar now decided to visit our ancient sister-country, China. 

The Chinese people, under their great leader Chiang Kai-shek, had for 

*_ "*■ * * 

some years been bravely fighting back the invading Japanese armies. 
Their courage and sacrifice moved Jawahar and filled him with hope 
for India. For India and China are very alike, and if the Chinese can 
resist a foreign enemy occupying their country, surely India too 
could get back her lost freedom? 

i k 

Later Chiang Kai-shek and his wife visited India and met the other 

men of the Congress. A strong link of friendship was established 
between India and China. 
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Jawahar had. not got back home from China when war broke 
out in Europe. Hitler was not satisfied with Czechoslovakia, and he 
wanted Poland. The dictators now got together and everywhere they 
began attacking weaker countries and taking whatever they wanted. 
Britain, France and America decided to fight the dictators, and this 
came to be called World War II. Everywhere people killed each 
other, and it seemed as if the peoples of the earth had gone mad with 

hatred and wanted to destroy themselves. 

Now something happened which added even greater force to our 
struggle for independence. The British declared that India too was at 
war. The meai of the Congress did not like this. For although Britain 
was fighting on the right side they wanted her to promise us our 
freedom before we took part in the war. And they asked how any 
country could fight for the freedom of other people if it was itself 
not free. 

Jawahar, who hated tyranny and bullying, wanted India to help 

Britain in the war, but the men of the Congress would not be 

* 
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persuaded by him. They resigned from the provincial govern¬ 
ments and one by one they disobeyed the laws and went to prison. 

Jawahar accepted the Congress decision and he toured all over 
India, asking the people to be prepared for the struggle that was to 
come. The Government arrested him again and he was sent to prison 
for one whole year. 

But when he was released, things had become even worse, and 
India was threatened with new dangers. In the East the Japanese armies 
overran Burma and now stood at our frontiers. 

Gandhiji now asked the British to quit India so that we too 
could unitedly take part in the war. And the people took up his cry 
of ‘ Quit India ’ and everywhere in our country the British were told 
to leave for, until they went, we would never be able to face the 
advancing enemy armies. 

It was on the historic day of August the 8th in the year 1942 that 
our leaders met at Bombay and decided to start another peaceful 
movement. But before anything could be done, the Government 
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arrested them in the early hours of August the 9th, and throughout our 
country Congressmen were again locked up in jail. 

It was 5 o’clock in the morning when the police came for Jawahar. 

m 

He was staying with his sister Krishna, at Bombay, and Indira was 
also with him. Jawahar said goodbye to his daughter and his sister. 
He was sad for he did not know when he would be seeing them again. 

When the people heard that their leaders had again been arrested 
they revolted against the Government. They forgot all about Gandhiji’s 
message of a peaceful movement. They attacked the men of the Govern¬ 
ment and the police, and wherever they were successful they over¬ 
threw the existing government and set up a people’s Raj. 

While the revolution swept through the length and breadth of 

the country, Jawahar was a prisoner at Ahmednagar and Gandhiji 
a prisoner at Poona. 

When Gandhiji heard of the happenings outside, and of how 

the Government was trying to suppress the revolution, he decided 
to fast for twenty-one days. 
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Day by day our suspense mounted as Gandhiji continued his fast. 
For with each day he became weaker and weaker till he could not even 
rise from his bed. And after a while we gave up all hopes of his life. 

At last the twenty-one days came to an end. Gandhiji was like 

a shadow but he still lived. . 

Oh! what a day of rejoicing that was, Kum Kum, when Gandhiji 

took food again! The whole nation offered a prayer of thanksgiving 
to the gods for sparing his life. 
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12. A GARDEN IN AHMEDNAGAR 

ALL this time Jawahar was shut up in the prison at Ahmednagar. 

The prison was in a large fort. This fort was the scene of many 
battles in the past. Once it was heroically defended by a brave and noble 
Rani whose name was Chand Bibi. 

Jawahar liked this old fort for he had read about Chand Bibi 
and admired her very much. There were a number of other leaders 
of the Congress imprisoned with Jawahar in the fort. Amongst them 
were Vallabhbhai Patel, the famous Sardar of Gujarat, and the 

learned Maulana Abul Kalarn Azad, who was then President of the 
Congress. 

The prison consisted of eleven rooms. The prisoners used ten 
of these to live in and the eleventh as a dining-room as well as a common 
room. They met here in the evenings, and had long talks over cups 
of coffee. On these occasions Jawahar did a great deal of the talking, 
for he had such an interesting and lively way of speaking that 
people liked to listen to him. One evening in the week was chosen 


as a special evening when Jawahar would make Chinese tea for them 

and the discussions would be extra lively. 

The food in this prison was extremely bad and the prisoners 

tried to improve it by cooking some dishes for themselves. But Jawahar 
was no good at cooking, and after a while he decided only to cook 

eggs as that seemed the easiest. 

On Diwali, Ramzan, Dassera and other festivals Jawahar and his 
companions cooked special dinners. But the greatest day of celebration 
was Independence Day on 26 January. On this day the dining-room 
was made cheerful with flowers and national flags. They met in the even¬ 
ing, and there were many fiery and moving speeches, and at the end of it 
everyone stood up and sang our national song. The prison walls would 
resound with the voices of our brave leaders saluting their Motherland. 
Another day which was never forgotten at Ahmednagar prison was 

Jawahar’s birthday. This too was a day of joy. 

The prison had a large courtyard with one solitary tree. But 

Jawahar 




dig and water it. While digging 


them 


to, .;i| 
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must have been a part of the fort in the time 

of Chand Bibi. 

When Jawahar was not working in 
his garden he would be reading his books. 

For of all the prisoners there, Jawa¬ 
har had the largest collection of 
books, and he spent a great deal 
of his time reading them. From 
them he learned about India 
cient and great past, and of her 
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days of splendour and 


And Jawahar thought that he would 


write a book about these things so that other people could 
get _ to know India better. He called the book 


of India . Now and 


' i t —” ~ i4V * again he • would also spin a little on the 
c ar a, ut after many months he had spun enough yarn for only 


The Discovery 


the 


one sari! He put the yarn away very carefully, and decided that as 

soon as he was free he would get a sari for Indira with it. 

In 1945 Jawahar and a few others were removed from Ahmednagar 

to Almora prison. ' 

You remember, Kum Kum, that just before Kamala s death 

Jawahar was imprisoned in this very place. He now returned again 

to his old friends the mountains, the trees, the flowers and the 

hundreds of little birds that sang to him all day long. 

High up in the trees surrounding the prison there lived a clan 

of monkeys. They were so mischievous and playful. They would swing 

from branch to branch and chitter^chatter all the time. Jawahar 

watched them leaping from tree to tree and he longed to join them as 

they seemed to be having such a good time. The other prisoners too 

liked to watch the playful little monkeys. Once while Jawahar was 

reading in his cell he heard a lot of noise in the courtyard and he 

went out to see what all the excitement was about. A number of 

prisoners carrying lathis and sticks had gathered round a baby monkey 

... 94 ■ ; . ' V -Hjls 



v*v. 


CvJwv 











































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































* 


which had fallen from the tree^top. One of the prisoners had tied a 
string round baby monkey’s neck and was leading him round and 
round the courtyard. Baby monkey looked very scared, and he kept 
crying in a high squeaky little voice for his mother. Up in the trees 
father and mother monkey anxiously watched what was going on and 
waited for a chance to rescue their little one. Then suddenly father 
monkey leapt on to the high wall and into the courtyard. Slowly he 
advanced towards the prisoners. There was a dangerous look in his 
eyes and when the prisoners saw him approaching they got frightened 
and fled, leaving their sticks behind them. Father monkey grabbed hold 
of baby monkey and carried him back safely to his mother. 

It was indeed a brave rescue. 

* 
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13. ‘ CHALO DELHI ’ 

TN the year 1945 the war in the West ended ard in June the Govern¬ 
ment released our leaders and asked them to come to the hill station 

of Simla, so that they could work out how India could have a Govern¬ 
ment of its own people. 

The*Government also invited other men who belonged to different 

parties. Amongst these were some Muslim leaders who had formed 
a party of their own called the Muslim League. 

When all the leaders met at Simla there was a great deal of 

talking and discussing. But the Congress and the Muslim League 

could not agree, because the Congress wanted India to remain one 

while the Muslim League wanted it to be divided so that there 

could be a separate Muslim State. So nothing came of these 
talks. 

Jawahar was among those men of the Congress who were asked 
to this Conference. As soon as it finished Jawahar went to Kashmir 
to the snow-covered mountains which he had longed to visit all the 
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time he was imprisoned. And once more Jawahar put aside politics 
and was happy and carefree. 

But the Jawahar who came out of prison in 1945 had changed 
a little from the Jawahar you have so far known, Kum Kum. Jawahar 
had always believed that all the peoples of the earth should be free 
and that the weak must be protected from the strong. And when 
the war broke out Jawahar had wanted India to help to put down the 
dictators because they crushed the defenceless and were the enemies 
of freedom. But through the long years of the war he had been kept 
in prison and not been able to help in this fight for the freedom 
of the world. This made him bitter. He wondered whether, after all, 
it was worth while being so idealistic and worrying so much 
about the freedom of other peoples in the world. From now on, he 
would be a little more of a realist and India would come first with him. 

At last the war ended in the East as well. 

In India the British now decided to hold a big election. Jawahar was 
as active as ever in the fight. Taking up the stirring slogan of the Indian 
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National Army, * Chalo Delhi ’, the Congress once again came out 

with flying colours. So, once again, in several of the provinces Congress 
Ministers governed. 


Ih England too there were elections. This time the leaders of the 
poorer people and the workers were elected, and they formed their own 
Government. They wanted to see India a free and prosperous country 
because thus alone could there be real and lasting friendship between 
the Indian and the British people. So they set up another Assembly 

in Delhi in which the leaders of all the parties would meet and decide 
what kind of Government a free India should have. 


Government 


in England asked our leaders to help the English Viceroy to govern 
at Delhi Responding to this friendly gesture the men of the Congress 


League. 


Jawahar was made Minister 


Muslim 


1 - AJ -x '-AXWi 

relations with foreign countries and Vice-President of 


Government. 


the Interim 





This stop-gap arrangement came to an end on 15 August 1947, 
for on that memorable day the two completely independent Domi¬ 
nions of India and Pakistan, with their capitals in Delhi and Karachi, 
were created and the British handed over power to the Governments 

of these two Dominions. 

Lord Mountbatten, who had been the last British Viceroy, and 
who had helped a lot in bringing about this great change, now 
became at our invitation the first Governor-General of the Indian 
Dominion and Jawahar became our first Prime Minister. 

And that is what he is today. He lives in Delhi, and his daughter 
Indira stays with him. Five years ago Indira was married to Feroz 
Gandhi. And now she is the mother of two children. Rajwa, the eldest 
child is a very mischievous little boy. He is always up to pranks but 
everybody loves and spoils him. Jawahar adores his little grandson. 
But his work does not give him much time to play with Rajwa. 

For this winning of freedom from foreign rule is only half the 
battle. We must now make India fit to govern itself. And that is 
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not an easy task. Jawahar works even harder now than he worked 

before. Often he does not get time to sleep. There are tired lines on 

his face and Indira worries that he will fall ill. But he will not rest 
for there is still so much to be done. 


And now, Kum Kum, I have come to the end of my story. It 
does not end like the other stories in your books. But it is far more 
wonderful and exciting than any of them. For it is a true story and 
concerns each one of us. It concerns you most of all, Kum Kum 

and all the other little children like you. , ^ 


For the sort of ending my story will have depends on you 

X. Lk. _ I - i , A . I 1 * I ■ * V * 9 m ^ __ 


and all 


freedom 


* w v ^ wuii. uccaunij 

you must help to build an India where all men are equal and where every 


, .... ..— w 4 ucu cu.iu. wucre every 

little child has enough to eat and is clothed and sent to school and looked 

after. Anri ^7^,1 -*n i i . . - 


Jawahar 


doing. Then only shall I be able to end my story wj 


work has been worth 


ever after. 
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